RALPH    RASHLEIGH

In the course of their regular evening duty, saw even the
point of a cob of rnarze in the ashes of the fireplace, where
they were sometimes roasted by the convicts, he would insist
upon the man nearest to the fire to point out the maize thief.
If he could not, or would not do so, the man was confined,
tried at the next court, and was certain to receive at least
seventy-five lashes, whether or not he had been roasting a
'Hawkesbury duck/ the colonial name for a cob of maize.

The wonder was that Rashleigh and others were not
tempted to commit suicide, as death could scarcely hold
more suffering, hardship and misery than the life to which
they clung. It would, however, almost seem as though men
actually value life in inverse ratio to their enjoyment of it,
He, at any rate, declared later that never during his periods
of criminal prosperity in England had he valued life so
highly in itself as he did during the worst days of his
servitude as a convict on Emu Plains and elsewhere. He did
not hear of a single case of suicide among the convicts
during his entire stay there.
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